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And " the Mole," now second master at the College, made
history jUve before my eyes. Not satisfied with the textbooks
of Green and Oman, he conjured to our imagination the horrors
of the Eastille, and I could picture Danton, Robespierre, Marat,
hatching plots and hurrying the gilded aristocracy to the
guillotine with all the imagery of an adventurous fancy. He
read us long passages from Rosebery's Last Phase, a masterpiece
of description in the English language ; so that if in later years
it was my profession to study the strategy and tactics of Napoleon
at Marengo and at Waterloo, I could conjure again from my
mind a most vivid impression of the great soldier's personality,
acquired from the teaching of " the Mole." I knew Napoleon
better than I know most of our contemporary Prime Ministers,
and certainly I knew him far better than I knew Lord Haig.

It may be observed, therefore, that though I might have been
interested in things had the system of teaching been better, the
only matters which aroused my eagerness were concerned with
persons, statesmen, and generals, tribal customs, the influences
which mould the character of races and of nations, the strains
and stresses which provoke revolutions and wars. But these
palatable dishes were served to me rarely ; and in their place
I was persistently bombarded with lessons in algebra, trigo-
nometry, physics, which during the hours of their procedure
dulled my senses to coma or drove me to wild distraction.

For me there was never any sense in algebraic formulae, or in
the working out of a problem by this method, which I could
perfectly well solve by common sense. I loathed the mental
excursions for trains competing against each other for arrival at
a destination, and I detested the permutations and combinations
'of people who acquired oranges and sold them by the gross with
long terms of credit, inflicting on me the necessity of working out
the compound interest due to the vendor. As for mathematics,
the master so detested the interior of my mind, preferring a
dirty, unwashed boy with long black tousled hair who had a
perfect genius for solving ridiculous commercial problems, that
almost as soon as I got inside the classroom, lie found a convenient
excuse for sending me to waste the hour standing in a passage,
for which God be thanked. But I was being educated for
military service.

And, after all, generalship is concerned essentially witli the
understanding of individual character; and the successful
general must be possessed of the equipment of judgment enabling